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SLOPER’S &1,00 PRIZE. 

“As you all know, this is the last week but one for Poor Papa’s £1,000 Prize. Thank goodness all the necessary arrangements have been made. 
In the first place, Pa has managed to borrow the money. He counts it through every day to see that it’s all right; he’s so nervous of that William 
Higgins, who’s been prowling around a good deal lately. Papa sent for Lord Halfred, as we call him, the other day, and he has kindly consented to act 
as Judge. It was awfully sweet to hear the kiddies sing the ‘May Queen’ as he entered. This is a big business ; it’s like taking the Census.” —Tootsir. 


CARIBOO. 


——— 


ONE winter's night, in 1812, the landlord of the “ White 
Lion Hotel,” in Bristol, was thrown into an unusual state of 
excitement by the announcement that the Princess Cariboo, 
a young lady, extremely beautiful and fabulously rich, had 
just arrived inaship from an Oriental port, accompanied 
vy her suite, and desired to take possession of all the best 
rooms in his establishment. 

You can imagine the scrimmage that ensued whilst the 
state apartments were being prepared, the pushing and puff- 
ing and panting up and down stairs, the bangs, bumps and 
bad words! About ten o'clock the Princess arrived in a 
carriage, followed by three or four flies packed tightly with 
servants and luggage. The Princess was magnificently 
attired and was extremely beautiful, with an air and grace 
quite Oriental. The atterdants were funny ones to look at, 
and wore the wildest garb; but the bulk of the luggaze was 
simply enormous. The Princess showered gold rizht and 
left for the smallest services, and the worthy landiord that 
night had pleasant dreams. 

he Princess, it was soon ascertained, did not speak a 
word of our language, nor did the weird crew surroundiag 
her, with the exception of her secretary, who did a littie 
bit of very “broken China, or Pigeon” English. ut the 
landlord did not fret. He sent up enormous meals and 
lighted almost countless wax candles, hired crowds of 
waiters to attend at table, aud romped down the items on 


T. 


he q 1, Mary Jane was an arrant flirt, but she would not 2. Constable Bowler. “ Will I goa walk with you?” 3. “Mr. Bowler if he had seen vou anywhere. Come 
acknowledge it,oh, dear, no! Last Tuesday, that ever said she, in answer to a question put by him. “Of on dar——" Again the words “Sarah Jane!” rang 
was, was her day out. The first individual that she course.” “Sarah Jane !" thundered a voice close behind forth, this time by a sailor, with whom Sarah Jane 
— set cyes on, after leaving her mistress’ abode, was— her. “Woy, Sam, is it you? J was just asking "— quickly makes herself scarce. 
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the bill with rollicking good humour. The Princess herself, how- 
ever, lid not care for English cookery, but preterred her own chef 
—a fat-taced, almond-eyed Oriental with a shaven scalp and dang- 
ling piz-tail, who concocted mysterious dishes in little brass stew- 
puns to the amazement of the kitchen folk, 

Soon there appeared articles in the Bristol papers stating that the 
Princess had come over to marry an Engliehman who had been 
wrecked on her coast, and also to have an interview with King 
George II[., to offer him unobstructed commerce with her realm, 
which was alike remarkable for its marvellous beauty and enormous 
wealth, The hitherto sober-sided Bristolians went wild about her. 
The road in front of the “ White Lion” was all day long blocked 
up by the carriages of the wealthy merchants, and their ‘wives and 
families come to pay their court to her. The tradesmen bi ht 


her goods of all kinds in wild profasion, The landlord kept adding | 


more and more items to his bill at the most fanciful of prices, and 
rubbed his hands and rejoiced. Poor landlord ! 

The festivities continued. A grand municipal reception was held, 
in the Princess’ honour, at the Town Hall, at which thousands were 


present. Only one thing, perhaps, spoilt the harmony at the 
‘White Lion,” and this was a kind of Evening Hymn the Prin- 
cess’ retainers indulged in every night, beginning about twelve | 


and lasting till the morning. It sounded like a concert of cats, and 
ended in the most dismal howling, keeping the neighbours wide 
awake. The landlord sighed, and put dowa his want of rest in the 
bill under various headings. 

But, at length, the Eastern potentate and her suite departed as 
suddenly and mysteriously as they had arrived. Her enormous 
load of havens e, about twice as much as that she had brought with 
her, was sent by a small sailing vessel to London, whilst the Prin- 
cess and her company travelled post, refusing numerous offers of 
carriages from the wealthy Bristolians. 

Weeks rolled on and nothinz was heard of the party. They were 
traced to two or three towns and then all clue was lost. The landlord 
had accepted a bill on a Calcutta firm in London and it was inate 
nantly returned to him. The M.C. at the Town Hall 4 ing a 
sold and the tradespeople awfully let in. People began to as 
whether there really was such a place at all as Cariboo, for nobody 
had ever heard of it. The landlord lost £1,000 and the other Bris- 
tolians £9,00) more. It was all supposed to be a gigantic hoax, got 
up by some dissolute young noblemen and actors, and that the 
Princess, herself, was an actress of doubtful reputation. But no 
one was ever caught and punished. 

* * . . ° 


* 
“Billiam,” murmured the Battersea Budlet, “I'd have liked to 
have been in that cats’ concert.” 

Same here,” said Billiam, “It 'ud serve the Wormeaten Waster 
jolly well ment if we was to give him one when he'd got on one of 
his sick ‘eddicks.” 

(Newt week, “ The Northumberland Street Struggle.” 
Stina ee ton anil tata Redon ein CaS Aen I 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
atv Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Thanks for your kindly wishes, MEG ; we're glad to see that you 
Appreciate the Eminent, whatecer others do, “Wedo not like your 
veracs, SOL; do not, we humbly beg, Keep dro, yp into poetry lrke 
Mr. SILAS WeEaG. We're sorry for you, 40 N, though you've 
gained so much renown; Youre in the same position as a king 
without a crown. If ANNIE read her“ SLOPER"” more attentively 
she'd see She could get the missing number for three halfpence posted 
Sree. The bully doesn't suit you, RoB: pray try some other dodge. 
Thanks for your letter, 8. J. F., and for your cutting, HODGE. 
Such statements but excite in usa fecling of disdain. ~ We've not 
received it, RLLALINE—you'd better send again, You're bound ta 

et the worst of it if you proceed, H. BALL; A woman, Heaven bless 
em! 's, at the bottom of it all. Conclusions with the Eminent we 
warn LASS not to try. Yes, GERTIE, “rot's” synonymous with 
“bash,” and “all my eye.’ In’8t, J. HARPER: many thanks, A 
LITTLE Lap. Do nothing of the hind, L.8.; the world would think 
you mad, You cannot prove one half you pe AR di let the matter 
rest. You'll admit, upon reflection, we've advised you for the best. 
We're wondering, ALONZO, if the little hits of verse Are intended 
to be funny, or exactly the reverse, We must confess, ATLANTA, 
that we hardly see your drift. The battle's to the strong, B.T.; the 
race is to the swift. ‘ 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circuiation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Onited States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpoy, E.C- 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE LA Banque, 


cb. 7 0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given fur the 
Best Poem of Eight Lines on the 


QUEEN’S ACCESSION. 


Please inclose in stamped envelope, and address— 


“ H.R.H. PRINCE BACCARAT,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, K.C. 


*.* The List will close TUESDAY, JUNE 23RD, 1891. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=< 
CHARITY covers 2 multitude of sins, but the Mildewed's coat 
does the relics of more “ Unsweetened" than the roof of Fearon's 
distillery. A stitch in time saves nine, yet a kiss in time only 
brings on half a dozen, or else » spank over the dexter auricular. 
Wonders never cease—nor drinks either till chucking out time 
comes. It is only the littleness of man that cannot conceive the 
greatness of these things, oe 
* 


FANNY loves me, Fanny dear, 
Fanny loves me when I’m near, 
Say to me, my darling, say, 

You love me still when far away. 


She says to me, “ You Juggins slow, 
Why ain't you more upon the know? 
You thort my blooming heart was broke. 
Not me !—I've found another bloke.” 
°° —Tennyson and Tonio, 


“You can't ever imaging how irritating Mr. Clumberbump can 
be when he chooses,” exclaimed Mrs, Clumberbump, the other 
evening, to her confidential friend, over a cup of tea. “ He im poses 
himself in his arm chair, and no matter how elegantly I may con- 
course, he pays no more intention to my conversion than if I was 
a dumb animal a-talking to him.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 373.—The “ Fauteuil " Costume. 


“ Oh, dear, dear, and not a man male 
thing to be seen. But the dreadful 
creatures are never near when they are 
wanted. Why, even a chimney-sweep | 
would be better than none.” 


Featherbrain says ing is so 
topsy-turvy now that a fellow must 
accommodate himself to circum- 


stances. 


Toungster (to artist). Say, mister, mother wants ter know if you'll lend us 
a daub o' paint and a brush ter paint our hen roost ; or perhaps yer wouldn't 
mind comin’ round and polishin’ it up a bit yerself, 


ef 


“ Whenever I travel from home.” 


Dunned one. You must give me credit Said a party residing in Frome, 
for a lot of patience. “A rule I make 


Creditor, Yes, I've given you too 
much credit. Now I want my moncy. 


No luggage to take, 
But simply a toothbrush and comb.” 


aye 


(Saturday, June 20, 1891. 


HE wasn't very aquatic, for all his ten-and-six white bags and 
his blinding blazer ; and when Mr ‘ot into the lock, and the girl 
of hia heart said sharply to him, “ e your hook,” he ignored the 

dle-bladed harpoon she held towards him and scooted off home 
ina dy, leaving her to console herself with that brute in the 
L.R.C. colours, 


se 
s 
“THE Misses Swellers were at the dinner y last night,” re- 
marked Mr. Jones. “Indeed!” exclaimed iis vite “What did 
they wear, dear?” “I don’t know, dear,” said Mr. Jones; “| 
th the table.” 


couldn't see. All they wore was undernea' 


Now the sunny days are coming, 
Claribel is full of woes, 

For the price of every walk is 
Five new freckles on her nose. 


“It'’sH p'fectly dishgraceful !* stuttered McGooseley. “I've 
been to—(hic)—three public houshes and they won't sherve me ! 


Fanshy that, p’leesheman! actshly refushe to sherve me! 1|'m 
filled ‘with indignashun!” “I should have thought it was 
whisky,” observed the constable. ‘Come along!" 


ss 
s 
ScENE—Tailor's Sh 


op. 
Tatlor (to new foreman). If young Lord Eenevess comes in, you 
must try to avoid serving him. I want a cheque before he has any 


more clothes, 
Two hours later. 
Lord Skepgress. No, 1 don't—er—like this—er—material. It is 
ae ma oe ets orn looking. I—er—want—er—bi,z 


check, 
srenen, 0 my lord, he, he, he! that's just what the guv’nor 


said, my lor o* 


To “ kiss but not tell,” though in theory good, 
Ia in practice a failure, my brothers ; 


A kiss is like gossip—it’s bound to be passed 
From one person's lips to another's. 
Ld 
s 
It is merry summer time now, and old doitered chum Mac 
says he means to enjoy the things that are seasonable. He was a 


little bit that way the other day, when he was sitting in the back 
yard chewing a bundle of second-hand cat's meat skewers under 
the fond impression that he was well on with a dish of Jersey 


asparagus. *,° 


HE was not so bad as he might have heen, still for all that, he 
needn't have tried to wind up the bedroom clock with his latchkey, 
neither need he have nearly murdered me by trying to cut up the 
bed with the carving-knife use he thought he was in the pantry 
having a snack off the cold beafsteak pie. 


s 
SLOPER doesn't at all approve of the naval sham fights. “The 
firing of them dratted things makes such a concussion, that ft 
shakes up all the Bass and makes it as muddy as pea-soup. These 
things ought to be inquired into,” | 


s 
So eadly did she stroll beside 
The ever pprsaprien, J sen; 
She watched the slowly ebbing tide, 
Oh, did she think of me? 


She sadly looked upon the foam 
That strewed the golden beach. 

Oh, did she think of me at home 
In still unspoken speech? 

She stooped to pick the pearly shell 
re geeapenetn and dusk), 

And as she did,—oh, lor’ !—well, well, 
She bust that blooming busk. 


e 
“WHAT would you define ‘steel’ as, dad?” asked young Sharp- 

shins. “That depends upon circumstances, my son," answered the 
old man. “In the shape of a tincture, it is a tunte; as a necdle, 
when sat upon, it is an trritant ; as a poker, when applied to the 
back of the head, it is a sedatire; and asa Palliser shot, I should 
call it a poison ; at all events, it is very destructive to life.” 

a 


“ How do you like your new gardener!” asked Hatchem. “Oh, 
he works like a nigger,” replied Knowsay. “Ahem! from what 
I've seen of them, that’s not saying much.” “I know,” returned 
Knowsay, “and he doesn’t do much, either.” 


s 
MEN drift into love slowly enough, but they often leave it quickly 
enough when they doa flying bit ‘of Zeo business over the street 
door mat, helped on by the boot, of the irate paternal. 


s 
SHE had beauty, she had wealth, 
She had culture and “ position”; 
But a spinster lone she still is, 
Because she also had a “ mission.” 


s 
“Ox, dear, that was a miss!” said the vicar, in the cricket field 
who had just missed an easy catch. “Never mind, sir,” observed 
young Sharpshins ; “it’s part of your vocation to make Mrs,” 


s 
“ MAN’s inhumanity to man makes countless thousands mourn,” 
exclaimed the lecturer, and tittle Penhecker turned to his friend and 
whispered, “ Pooh! that's ponice ! What about woman's inhu- 
manity to man? That makes a jol M sight more mourning, I know.” 


e 
It's a curious thing that, though ALLY loves change, he never 
has any when it co:nes his turn to stand the next round. 


a 
“Aw, I am—er—going to Brighton, my man—er,” said De 
Swellington to ticket collector. “This is my train, I presume—er ! 
Am I right?”" “No, sir, you're left,” replied the ticket collector. 
“That's the Brighton train jest a-moving out.” 


2 
WHEN someone with a monster foot 
Comes down upon ee corn, 
How clearly you recall the fact 
That man was made to mourn! 


» 

“Tl HATE to heara man continually grumbling at his condition 
in life,” said a plutocrat ; “ you never hear me complain. Why are 
you not contented with your lot?” “Contented with my lot!” ex- 
claimed Lazarus; “I haven't got a lot, and that's what l'm 
grumbling about.” *.* 


“ How is the Exhibition goin on?” observed a friend to official 
connected with Naval Exhibition. “Oh, swimmingly,” answered 
the official. “ Well,” said the friend, commiseratingly, “1 don’t see 
how it could well be otherwise. It poured the day it was opened, 
and it haz rained three or four days a week ever since.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. | 


The next picture to be given to one of the readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-H0O11- 
DAY,” ts an ot! painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in. x 42 in., in a 
aplendid gold frame, and entitled 


“FORSAKEN.” 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and A idress, any time before June 23rd. 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London. F.C. 


e* This Picture ts on View every day between 10 a.m. and 6 p.m., except Satur- 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m. and 1 p.m, 


Saturday, June 20, 1891.) 
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TOOTSIE’S “ELEVEN.” 


— 


Ma has got a en teat of a cricket match at Lord's in 1827, which 
is wonderful to 


hold, All the cricketers seem to be old or middle 

ed gentlemen, most of 
themare extremely plump, 
and they every one of 
them wear tall, hard hats. 
How the poor things’ 
heads must have ached, 
don't you think? 

Ma has also among her 
curiosities an original 
edition of “ Pickwick,” in 
which is bound up Buss’ 
picture of the cricket 
match between the players 
of Dingley Dell and All 
Muggleton, and therein 
the batters are  bare- 
headed, but hard hats top 
the rest of the players. 
Things have changed a 
bit since then, and, if 
you want to see real right- 
down regular good form, 
look out for Tootsie's team 
and book your front seats 
early. 

Last year, at Brighton 
I went to see the “ Original 
Iady Cricketers,” Violet 
Westbrook, captain of the 
Reds, Daisy Stanley, cap- 
tain of the Blues, and the 
Misses Sheffield, Seymour, 
Heather, Sanders, Fane 
and Charles, and Lardi, 
Tottie and I have been 
down this year, and, I fancy, have rather distinguished ourselves at 
Preston Park. . 

I must say I love Brightom. There is, to begin with, the run 
down in the “ Pullman,” that seems really to take no time at all. 
Then that jolliest of all jolly hotels, the “ Métropole,” with its 
delightful hall so soft and dimly lighted and eminently 
flirty. Then the visitors. There are times when the King's Road 
js just exactly like the Strand, only more so, Here comes Mrs. 
Wyatt ina Bath chair, but rapidly getting well again, I am glad to 
say; and there—why, of course, that’s Frank. And there goes 
Paul Merrit and George Conquest ; and that's Tom Thorne ; and, 
to be sure, here are Hugh J. Didcott and Miss Millie Hylton, who 
has been indisposed also, but is ever so much better again ; and, 
though she is but twenty-one years of age, seems to be stepping up 
on to the highest rung of the ladder, She was, I remember, 
Principal Boy at the T. d 
she takes the title 
role this next Christ- 
mas at the Grand, 
and is engaged for 
three consecutive 
vears at the Pav., the 

oyal and the Tiv. 
Dear, dear, what it is 
to be young and 
pee Millie or a 

‘ootsie ! 

But about our 
cricket. We haven't 
been long at it, but 
we're gettin on, 
We're ful, asa 
rule, if not Doctor 
Grace himself. We 
haven't any of us yet 
made 57 runs, taken 
11 wickets, and set a 
broken arm all the 
same day ; but we're 
in hopes, of course. 
The Dook Snook is 
“Ump.,” and I don’t 
see howanyone could 
be umpier—anyhow, 
he always agrees that 
buth sides have won, 

Tottie Good- 
enough mayn't be 
alla ball-catcher as yet, and has bumped herself a little learnin: 
but we have hopes of her and Poor Pa, whose presence in the field 
has been said to lend distinction to the occasion, may be said to be 
bottle holder as long as he can hold it. 

We girls, however, generally, let me tell you, sir, are quite in good 
form, and Lardi as bowler, Flossie as wicket keeper, Daisie as long- 
straisht on, Kissie as point, Tartie as short-slip, Cakie as long-slip, 
Puftie as cover-point, Fluttie as long-off, Florrie as long-on, Mary 
Annaas mid-on, and Leonora Louisa as leg, you could scarcely equal. 

The original lady cricketers were not, from my point of view, 
dressed very becoming ; but there is no mistake shout our eleven, 
1 can tell you, and mind you don’t mise our next show. Perhaps 
the most difticult part of cricket is, when you fall down and bump 
yourself dreadfully, to have to rise and smile pleasantly, and pre- 
tend that even if you didn't do it on purpose, you certainly rather 
like it than otherwise. This mayn't be learnt very easily, but when 
learnt is valuable know- 
ledge. 

ou don't suppose 
Murdoch, _ Stephenson, 
Peate, Spofforth, Palmer, 
Shaw or Midwinter, 
didn't get lots of bumps 
and bruises before they 
were all there; but then, 
male men chappies have 
the consolation that, 
when bum they can 
rub themselves without 
being laughed at quite so 


much, 

This is a cruelly unfair 
world! - 

And the way that 
Lardi has been going 
on with the imsufferable 
Snook is beyond bearing. 
Some of these days there 
will be a ladylike edition 
of the daily scenes en- 
acted by my dreadful 
brother Alexandry and 
that awful William Hig- 

ina, in which that shame- 
ess hussy will suffer. His 
imbecility the Dook de- 
clares Lardi is a wonder 
; as a markswoman, simply 
because in bowling the other day she smashed a bottle Poor Pa had 
with him, containing the influenza mixture which he is ordered to 
take three times an hour as a preventative. Tottie Goodenough 
quite won Poor Pa’s tender heart by immediately fetching some 

Unsweetened,” and paying for it out of a four shilling bit she 
borrowed from the ground man, 


Lardi and the Dook. 


Brighton during last year’s panto., an 


Well tried. 


An accident tu the bottle holder. 


264th WEEK. 
LIST FOR JUNE 6th. 


“ Sloper" Watches have been giren to the following :-— 


1, HARRIEIT WEST, Pottern Polder, 19 Haverstock Road, Haverstock Hill. 
Age, 23 years. Subscriber—6 years, regular. LONDON. 
2. JAMES SAMUEL BURROWS, Cooper, 29 Essex Street, Strand. Age, 44 
S srry Subscriber—6 years, 23 weeks. NDON. 
3, THOMAS MILLER, H 
rs. Subscriber—since July, 1885. N. 
4. THOMAS HONEY, Brickmaker, Wootton. Age, 29 years. Subscriber—since 


January, 1885, Near ABINGDON, 
5. JAMES ACREMAN, Tailor, Castle Cary. Age, 44 years, Subscriber—6é 
years, 15 weeks. BATH. 


6. JAMES HARRIS, Grocer, 48 Duncairn Gardens. Age, 21 years, Subscriber 
BELFAST. 


—5 years, 1] months, 
7. TOM ER, Apprentice, 12 Baker Street. Age, 17 years. Subscriber— 
since 1884, DONCASTER. 
8. JOHN NEYLON, Foreman Stevedore, 5 Middle Street. Age, 34 years. 
scriber—5 —= 37 weeks. HULL. 
% HARRY AS: , Boilermaker, 16 Lord Street. Age, 37 years. Subscriber 
—6 years, 23 weeks. LANDPORT. 
10, JOHN BROWN, Shoemaker, 104 Dorset Street. Age, 31 years. Subscri 


—over 6 years. LEICESTER. © 
11, JOHN MACGREGOR, Clerk, Engineer Dept., Mersey Docks and Harbour 
Board, Coburg Dock. Age, 33 yeurs. Subscriber—6 years, 27 weeks, 
LIVERPOOL. 
12, ISRAEL LOVETT, Coal Merchant, Barrow Road, Sileby. Age, 27 yeurs. 
Subsecriber—siuce January, 1885. LOUGHBORO’. 
13. EMILY 8. MILES, Housemaid, Buckingham Lodge. Age, 22 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. NEW SHOREHAM. 
14. WILLIAM BURRELL, Engine Cleaner, Cleadon Village. Age, 33 years. 
Subseriber—6 years, 39 weeks. SUNDERLAND. 
15. EDWARD BENSON, Traveller, care of Fowler and Bray, 7 Oxford Street. 
Age, 26 years. Subscriber—since No.1 regularly. SWANSEA. 
16. EDWARD HOLMAN, Beer Retailer, “ Lord Stanley.” Age, 32 years. Sub- 
scriber—since August, 1885. UPCHURCH. 
17, FRANCIS CHARLES HAY WARD, Railway Clerk, “ Oakville,” Queen's Roa 
Age. 32 years, Subscriber—from No. |. WALTHAMSTOW. 
18 J. COOPER, Coachman, Felcote Lane, Hersham. Age, 25 years. Subscriber 
—6 years, 3 months. WALTON-ON-THAMES, 
19. GEORGE BERRYMAN, Coachman, 9 Railway Place, Age, 50 years. Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 46 weeks, WIMBLEDON. 
20, SENGKANT JOHN EASTON, Soldier, Victoria Barracks. Age, 38 years, Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 43 weeks. WixDSOR. 


GIRLS TO GET ON WITH. 
No. 13.—THE RESTAURANT WAITRESS, 


THOUGHT I'd mentioned all I knew! 
Nearly clean forgotten you! 

Said some weeks—not many—past 
This one is the very last, 

Jolly girl you must expect 
Here,—or words to that effect ; 
Never dreaming there was one 

D. J., Junior, hadn't done, 

Fancy nearly letting slip 

One who daily takes my tip— 

One | see each day at two— 
Fancy my forgetting you! 


Well, I haven't much to say, 
Tell you this, dear, any way : 
Girls I've met of every grade, 
Disposition, size and shade. 
Girls who've thought that kissing‘s nice— 
Girls who've fancied it a vice ; 
Girls who've let me squeeze their waist 
These were girls of decent taste), 
irls who'd kick and rave and storm, 
Crying ‘twas not proper form 
Proper form ! Vil eat my hat 
f J'm not a judge of that !) 


Well, such girls as these I've met— 

porresyoneee with—and yet, 

Though I've got on fairly well 

With each different tempered belle, 

Something wanting they have shown 

Either in their dress or tone 

(Generally in their dress) ; 

And I’m bound, dear, to confess 

That the lady for my 

Is your pretty little self. 

However other lovers rave, 

Do not, beloved, desert your slave 
—Don Juan, JUNIOR. 


ENGLISH UNADORNED. 

WE are never 80 prone to appreciate the many beauties of the 
English language as when we hear oue say in a few plain words 
exactly what one means, 

The curtain would ring up in exactly one minute, when Lardi 
Tongsox would have to be “discovered” among the Frese of 
Watteau shepherdesses on the stage, and, for the life of her, she 
couldn't find her haresfoot with the finishing touch of rouge on it. 
Under the circumstances, she observe 

“Some infernal thief has sneaked nty make-up.” Then, turning 
to the other dears who dressed iu that room, she said, “Has any 
lady seen my puff?” 


——— 


ITHE NEW JOURNALISM. 
; oer of the * Penny Ragbag" (to Office Boy). Well, what is 
it now 
Office ‘Boy. Oh, if you please, sir, the gentleman wot wrote that 
article in this week’s number, “ WV hat it feels like to bea Millionaire,” 
wants to know if you can let ‘im ‘ave ‘arf a crown on account, 


———— 


A LOVE SONG. 
WHEN 'Arriet’s close to my side 
All on the w-y to Eppin’, 
Don't I feel just pri-de 
When the bloomin’ moke's a-steppin’. 


Sich artful feathers on her chump, 
It’s pay d-y and it's Frid-y, 

I'll ketch that moke a proper clump 
If he don't jest step out tidy. 


At the “Blue Pig” we pulls up 
And ‘as a pint o’ trousers, 

While I blows out the brindle pup 
As is barking at the cows-ers. 


———— a 


HIS REASON. 
SLOPER takes a drop of “the usual" first thing every morning. 
He says it wets his appetite for breakfast. 


A WISE CHILD. 

FroM the of a weather-beaten omnibus driver, we heard 
what we considered quite a comically pathetic anecdote relating to 
his experiences of the seventeen hours’ system recently, Of course, 
the poor fellow has to go to the ‘bus yard the very first thing in 
the morning, and, as he returns any time between midnight and 
2a.M., he doesn't, as may be readily imagined, see much of his 
children. The other morning he was a bit late in starting, and, as 
he went out, his youngest child was in the front garden and pick- 
ing the geraniums. He told the boy to go indoors. The boy 
refused. Consequently, he boxed the kid's ears and hurried off to 
his work. The boy went indoors howling. 

“Why, Tommy, what's the matter?” asked the good woman, 

“A man ‘it me,” blubbered the boy. 

“What man?” asked the mother. 

“The man that stops ‘ere on Sundays 


ret, 


2 


| me ARES OES | 


AFTER MANY DAYS. 


Se 


A SUMMER Sunday above the locks! There is a launch in the 
lock, as trim and taut a craft as you will see here even to-day ; and 


In front of 
the furnace fire 
sits Jim Boler, 
gtimed with 
coal-dust, 
bleared with 
perspiration, 


lare of the heat 
rom above, the 
blast of heat 
from below; 
and as he hears 
the clink of ice 
in the cham- 
pagne-cup, his 
tongue seems to 
cleave to the 
roof of his 
mouth. 

Little Cad- 
ling, the suc- 
cessful outside 
broker, sees the 
longing look in 
the man’s hag- 

face. Then 

e nudges Dolly 

Daintilips, who 

sits beside him, winks at Captain Ned Neckornaught, and, leaning 

over the brass rail of the upper-deck, shouts to the stoker, “ This 
would about suit you, wouldnt it?” 

A gleam of expectancy lights the man’s face. This is a cool, 
deep beaker of foaming, fizzing, iced champagne-cup. The 
gentleman is going to hand it down, surely and the man involun- 
tarily stretches a hand; but the light in his eyes dies away. A 
curse swells in his throat as the gextleman, with a sardonic laugh 
lifts the beaker to his own lips and holds it there until it is inverted 
and he can see the sky through its glass bottom. 

“That's a cooler!" he says. y 

“You little howler!" exclaims Dolly Daintilips, with light dart- 
ing from under her pretty but contracted eyebrows, 

he captain snys nothing to Canltos but tothe stoker he says, 
“ Drink this, laddie,” and hands down his own goblet of the drink 
divine, and the man drains it to the bottom, feeling, as he does so, 
as if he were passing from Arcanus to Olympus; and though he 
only says, 
“Thanky, cap- 
tain,” his look 


A curse swells in his throut. 


means that if 
ever he has a 


ae Pal \e3 
cF; as ‘grateful, he’ 


chance of bein 
take that 


chance. Then 
the captain 
, quietly — slides 
his foot under 
\ the one Cadling 


is swinging, 
lifts it gently 
but firmly, and 
in another se- 
Thikwbes 7 cond Cadling, 
"i it HTH overbalancing 
My it himself. falls 
over the deck 
rail into the 
river. “That's 
another cool- 
er!” says the 
captain. 

A good many 
years huve 
pernee Jim 

Soler, mean- 
time, has risen 
from stoker to 
engineer ; then, 
having raved a 
bit of brass and married more, has bought a launch which he let 
on hire, then another and another, Thena riverside hotel springs 
up beside the busy yard where he builds the sinartest craft on the 
river. Jim has gone up. 

The captain has gone down. The old story—a good heart and 
bad luck. He has gone the pace, and it has killed. One night, in 
June, a seedy, shabby, haggard man creeps, in the darkness, along 
a landing-raft towards where the river laps, laps, as if inviting him 
to seek on that bosom the peace life denies him. No more hunger, 


id ant 


sorTTTT TLL . 


“ That's another covler.” 


humiliation, want or despair. He raises his arms with a cry to ° 


Heaven for forgiveness, then—— : 

And then—a pair of brawny arms here clasps and holds him—a 
dee graf voice says, “ No, you don’t ; not off my raft, to spoil my 
tends. The moonlight falls on the d face, the thick, droop- 
ing, cavalry moustache, the brow, with the scar of a sword cut, 
J 


“Why not let 
meendit, Jim?” 
says the other. 
i. ‘m tired “ 
the game an 
dead beat.” 


“ Dead beat!" 
says Jim. “ Not 
while I'm in 
clover, Captain. 
once, when t 
was a poor lad, 
you did a werry 
kind thing for 
ine, and I swore 
if ever my turn 
come round, I'd 
be grateful. 
I'm rich now, 
though I'm as 
wulgar as they 
makes ‘em. 
Come along 0’ 


you shall hav 
a fresh start, 
captain, if it 
costs me a 
tho s and 
und.” ; ; 
age only eost hima couple of hundred ; but the captain had his 
fresh start, and did well with it; and Jim had that two hundred 
back, despite his protestatious that one ood turn deserved another, 


“No, you don’t.” 


196 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, June 20, 1891. 


“Such a spree, dear. I have lately 
been wearing my ‘Fisher Costume’ 


Capt. Hawk, Noodle, there's some disagreeable GOING FOR THE DOCTOR. about the house, just for a lark, and 

Aare Adolt ye lay, so Major Kiteand I think ; : He % yesterday, our new footman, you know, 
remarks about your play, so Major Kiteand I thin' Groom. I can’t put up with her ladyship any longer, your Aud in a manner which the medical man hardly appreciated. actually had the audacity to kiss me. 
you had better sign this little paper, and we will lordship. [Needless to say, the patient suffered for it when he Oh, it was delicious !"—Lrtract of 
keep all quiet. Mis Lordship. Look at me, my boy, and be a man. received the bill, Letter from Youny Lady. 


CP ate eta Leveindan ee ton DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—JOHN HOLLINGSHEAD, Esq. 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS, fe On Sei cees 
@) ( — == oN Ef 


N 


In the smoking room of the Garrick Club, two gentlemen might have been within, of course, certain well definel limits, without any molly-coddle interference. 
observed ; the one was smoking the other was not. The non-smoker was Mr. Jonn You, SLOPER, being a taxpayer yourself, must agree with me?” The Aged 
Hollingshead, the other, gracefully holding between his lips a large and choice cigar, thought of the man at home, in ‘possession for certain “unpaids,” and replied, 
was the Eminent ; in his hand was a note-book—he was busy, The subject of the “ Perfectly !" adding, “Forty millions! I never thought there were so many of us 
interview at the moment was the New Theatres Bumbledon Bill. Mr. Hollingshead poor devils, Mr. Hollingshead, what a chap you are for figures ! really, we ought to 
. ss Was saying : “Let the question of free trade in places of amusement be setiled at call you Statistical John,’ ‘and he raised the second bottle of the “ Boy ” to his lips, 

No, 187,—M1s¢ BEATRICE FAITIPUL, once and for ever ina broad and liberal spirit.” “And do you think, Mr. Hollings- mistaking it, for the moment, for his own particular “ Unsweetened.” He had some 
“Embodiment of all the graces, smile upon your slave.” head, such a happy state of things is likely to come off?" * Well,” replied Mr. Hol- difficulty with the word “statistical,” for the Q'd Man had been that day much in 
—The Dook Snook. lingshead, “I am hopeful; a quarter of a centary is about the time required in | the sun,as a matter of duty, considering the small quantity allowed to us now-a- 


“Faithful anl true beats my heart for you." —tLurd Bob, Euyland to advocate up to the point of success any change in domestic legislature, days. Then he became drowsy, and in his drowse beheld himself encircled by empty 
“Tam her slave; I fell a ready victim to her charms.” however urgent, and that time has about elapsed, It is simply a matter of justice bottles of the “ Boy,” which somehow turned into Gaiety Boysof the past, surrounding 
—The Hon. Billy. | to forty millions of taxpayers who have a right to select their own amusements, their good eld “ Gov.,” and rendering unto him the praise of which he is so deserving. 


McNAB O’ THAT ILK. 


- \ 
(3) And said, “ How's the gumboil noo, Laird ?” 


(1) “Re still, Laird, whiles the laddte pits the dvnamite tnta htm.” (2) Then the Elder turned the handle, 
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it | 


” Chorus! boys: ‘is 
te ls 


wet 


aughb- Rancten -x6- 
3 R “es Eppinge 


Sloped. !. 


The Ne PUI © of: Mani pore 


uit 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
To the British public, or that portion of the British public that has survived the perils of Royal | the Poet's town ee pe , Now is the time to do it cheap :—Of thiscase people surcly will Acknow- j | 
Ascot. do [ dedicate the above illustrations and the following lines, hoping it will duly appreciate | ledge that they've had their fill :—The public will be glad to hear The forest old LAS oe year :— 
the artistic merit of the one and the poetic effusion of the other :—Zhe blacklegs were no mercy | Anhonour great has been reserved Fur Mrs, G.—'tis well deserved.—Cheap weekly trips are now being } 
shown ; And they deserved none,we must own :—Though Albert's cute at handling cards, It ne'er his | run to Shakespeare's country, and the present opportunity of visiting the birthplace of the mighty t) 
mission work retards :—The hushand qoes out for the day, So wifey bolts while he's away :—ZTf at | Bard should not be missed by his numerous admirers——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
THE KISS THAT BETRAYED. ; % 
ji 
‘ 
{ 
f 
\ 
\ 
Le F 
+ 
4 
“ 
a) 
RUS “IN”-URBANE (?) eS 
Trascible Half-Pay (who affects Stanley helmets in summer), What 
are you young scoundrels doin’ here ? 
‘umpkin, Us is lookin’ for a cuckoo's nest, maaster, Yew doan't \ 
L “appin to hev one in yer ‘at, dew ‘ee? N 
ie "aa ORAWING FROM THE ANTIQUE. 
VI 
f inp, \ 
ty Y,' \ 
My 


Ly 
oy) 
Wy %, 


y 


ty / 
dif i} rH ‘ 
ip 


Ys LG 
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ie 
lh 
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Mother, Which of yon two nanghty children have been stealing the jam ? 


Little Bob. Neither, ma ; it was the cat. Customer, 1 always part my hair in the middle. 
Mother. The cat! Then what brings that jam smear all round your mouth, you bad boy ? Barber. Indeed, sir, Well, as you've ouly one, I suppose I'd better 


Little Ada. Oh! he's just heen kissing the cat, ma, dear, cut it in two! 


_ A DAY AT THE SEASIDE. 
Ain't I jolly glad I brought my umbrella ! 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
WHAT'S HIS NAME? 


THAT juryman who questioned H.R.H. the Prince of Wales in 
the Baccarat Case ought to havea very Landsume monument erected 
tohis mem ory, Whoishe? Where's 


SLOPER's own heart; and, in the 
Eminent’s humble opinion, got more 
out of Albert Edward than Sir 
Edward Clarke and Sir Charles 
Russell did put together. Does 
anyone know him? A, SLOPER 
wants to meet that juryman; he 
wants to féte him; he wants to 
stand him tea and 
shriinps at Gravesend, 
und other luxuries; he 
wants to tell him that 
—“To enable you to 
compete_for his 
£1,000 Prize, you 
must show SLOPER 
that you have bought 
his paper for six 
months, Therefore, 
commencing with 
‘ALLY SLOPER'S 
HALP-HOLIDAY' for 
January 3rd, 1891, cut 
out the first paragraph in ‘ Ally-Cam- 
pine’ from exch week's paper, and 
keep the cuttings by you until June 
27th, 1891, when you will have twenty- 
six in your possession, Then add 
two lines to complete the following 


Nursery Rhyme :— 
“There was an old lossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 
That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER! ” 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first und second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings,aa soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's * HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, I8V1. To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will he awarded £1,000. A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. » « 
* 


Mr. Souicitor-GENERAL, F.O.S., here's A. SLOPER's best 
respects. The Old Man drinks long life to you in a bumper of 
good old “ Unsweetened.” Any time you are Ngee Shoe Lane 
way, don't forget The Old Firm, at “ye sigu of Ye Three Golden 


balles, oe 
. 


ATs time when the weary Londoner is packing his trunk or 
Gladstone, as the case may be, preparatory to departing on his annual 
fortnightly tour in search of 
health and enjoyment, we would 
eall the attention of the public 
to thearrange:nents made by the 
General Steam Navigation Co, 
for its convenience. Steamers 
are now running between Lon- 
don and Yarmouth and London 
and Ramsgate and = Margate 
almost daily ata very moderate 
rate of fare,and it would be difti- 
cult to conceive anything more 
invigorating than a trip to any 
of these towns in one of the 
company’s vessels, In days of 
old it was the exception rather 
than the rule for loveliness to 
travel by the coal-barge - like 
vessels provided at that period 
for the convenience of the pub- 
lic; whilst nowadays quite a 
thitd of the total number of 
Passengers carried by the magni- 
ticent steamers of this company 
belong to the fair sex, 


* 

THE O’cer Moss Grown Turfite 
has very wisely conferred the 
ee Bloper Award of Merit” upon 
G, BARRETT, because he won 
the Derby on Common, “In 
this one hact of yourn, feyther,” 
warbled the Blue Eyed Pigeon, “you've not onl 
stundard of true British sport, but you've secure 
good advt. for the‘ HALF.” 4 , 

. 


upheld the 
a thunderin’ 


Mr. Gus THomas and Miss Helen Barry, who are responsible 
for the adaptation, from the German of Von Moser, of the three- 
act farcical co- 
medy, A Night's 
Frolic, now being 
pis yed atthe 

trand, are no 
doubt remarkably 
clever people, and 
taking this for 
granted one can- 
not 4 wouder- 
ing w 


didn't 
Night's 
a good 
funnier. The op- 
ae that 

ave been missed 
are numerous; 
but then we must, 
in justice, admit 
that the oppor- 
tunities that have 
been taken advan- 
tage of are nume- 
Tous also. Yes, 
the piece is deci- 
dedly funny as it 
stands, and when 
Mr. Edouin's part 
has been written 
: up abit and made 
more worthy of this versatile gentleman's talents it will be funnier 
still, Miss Alice Atherton works with the courage to be expected 
from an officer of the Chasseurs d'Afrique, and Mr. C. Fawcett, 
Mr. Percy Marshall, Mr. 8. Barraclough, Miss Florence. West and 
Miss Georgie Esmond work wonders with their respective parts. 
Go and see A Night's Frolic, and, as the baking powder advertise: 
ments say, “be sure you get it.” 


he got toi He is a man after 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


McGooshlick, spent the 
evening of June 3rd at 
the Royal Forester’s Music 
Hall. The bill was an 
exceptionally strong one, 
and the house was cram- 
med, Bar the fact that 
Mr. McGooseley, in hand- 
ing a bouquet of flowers 
from the private box tu 
one of the lady artistes 
on tie stage, lost his bal- 
ance and fell on the 
gentleman presiding over 
the big drum, everything 
weut off without a hitch. 
Later in the evening Mr. 
McGooseley was put the 
right way up. he bill 
for repairing the drum is 
not yet to hand at “99,” 


. 

“T CAN'T help thinking, 
guv'nor,” remarked the 
Cerulean Orbed Alexandry 
to his Sire, “that young 
Arthur Stanley Wilson 
proved himself a bit of a 
sneaky-weaky in the 
Baccarat Case.” = And 
with a voice, half-choked ; . 
with emotion, the Old 'Un replied, “ M'ves; just a bit.” Then, 
after a pause, the Mildewed One continued, “Now, look here, 
Alec, promise me that, if hy chance you should ever see pect ager 
peculiar in the play of Mr. I, Moses at Mildew Court, you wil 
not emulate the example of Arthur Stanley and blab it all over 
the shop. The scandal would kill your aged father. Besides, re- 
member, he is an old and esteemned friend.” Then the cock crew. 

ss 


s 
“Goon evening, have you brought your Counters with you?” 
ss 


s 

Ibsen's Ghost, now being played at Toole’s Theatre, is the title of 
an exceedingly clever satire upou the ethics of the celebrated Nor- 
wegian playwright. Even to those unfamiliar with the works of the 
“master,” the parody cannot fail to prove a source of infinite mer- 
riment,whilst keen indeed will be the enjoyment of those acquainted 
with the “ views of the great realist.” r. Toole, as Peter Terence, 
causes roars of laughter; and Miss Irene Vanbrugh, a lady whose 
appearance is as charming as her power of mimicry is clever, 
deserves the highest praise for her spirited acting. 


s 

THE vagaries of our friend the Clerk of the Weather are now 
almost proverbial ; but during the last few weeks he has shattered 
even his 
own pre- ( rons, Oe 
vious erra- tye 2 
tic records, pba 
In fact, it 
As a ane 

nt whe- 
ther it is 
really he 


bet 

half, taking 
the law into 
her own 
hands, has 
declared 
Home Rule 
and taken 
the bossing 
of the me- 
terological 
business 
into her 
own hands. 
At anyrate, ; 
the climatical clauge to which we have been treated lately point 
to the probability of the helin being suided by the hands of woman 
rather than that of man. At the time of writing, the sun is hiding 
sulkily behind » mass of black clouds and seems likely to remain 
there for the next few days, and this, together with the knowledge 
that a cold north-east wind is busily engaged in spreading the 
seeds of that dreaded although fashionable epidemic, the intluenza, 
makes us think that the life of an Knglishman is not exactly an 
enviable one. ** 


£1:1:0 and the “SLopER AWARD OF MERIT” have heen 
prevenssd to EgnesT DonGE, 68 Castle Street, Trowbridge Wilts., 
‘or the best four line verse on the “ Baccarat Case.” 
A gambling scandal now disturbs the Heir, 
A Russell-ing iu court its Cumming makes, 
And yet the cause of all this huge affair 
Was nothing but a series of mis-stakes. 
s 2 
& 

THAT Mr. Robert Buchanan is a verv clever man we think few 
people would deny. Unfortunately, like many another, he has 
enemies, and the a of a play, 
of which he is the author, is at once 
the signal for a furious onslaught 
upon him; for, under the veil of 
criticism, his foes can say all the nasty 
things they like of him, and vent 
their petty spite with impunity. Mr. 
Buchanan's latest production, en- 
titled A Gifted Lady, and which was 
produced recently at the Avenue, is 
as clever a satire upon the works of 
Dr. Ibsen as it is possible to write. It 
is a much more ambitious effort than 
Mr. Barrie's little skit now being played 
at Toole's, and it consequently takes 
longer to play, and this is its weak 
point, There is not sufficient material 
to spread out over three acts, and this 
“new social drama,” therefore, is alter- 
nately dull and brilliant. With the 
cause of the dull portions eliminated, 
A Gifted Lady would go accompanied 
with one long scream of laughter from 
beginning to end, and attract good 
audiences to the Avenue for months to 
come, ee 

s 


_ “ON what day do you propose hold- 
ing the Annual Beano, sir, for the 
| employés of this bally office?" quoth 


Alexandry, acting as the mouthpiece of 

n deputation composed of the senior and junior office boys and 
| the “yen’elman what cleans the windows,.”” That deputation was 
pretty well annihilated before they retired from SLOPER'S Sanctum 
Saugorum, 


To celebrate the birthday of Prince George of Wales, A. SLOPER 
and a distinguished party, including the Elder McNab and Mr. 


(Saturday, June 20, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


4 CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING JUNE 277TH, 1891, 
—~— 


2lst June, 1842 —Frederick Yates, actor and manager, di 
this day, aged 47.“ He was the ‘stock! Iago at Covent ihe 
while engaged there. He was a wonderful Jew, a perfect French. 
man, an impassioned lover, aud excelled equally as a cool dandy or 
a reckless dare-devil.” Henry Irving, Charles Dickens said 
reminded him very much of Yates, " 


—— 
22nd June, 1882.—Mr. and Mrs. Roge f Heref 

their wedding tour, were this day drowned vik o  hodehctgl od 

had taken them for a row at Weymouth. . 


23rd June, 1828.—In a London newspaper of this date, 
volice court scene is described which strongly reminds one of 
r. Fang, in “ Oliver Twist " :— 


John Birley, Esq., an elderly gentleman, afflicted with deafness, residing at the 


Hummums, a} red at Bow Street to prefer a charge against a hackney = 
rans ‘« robbing bien of somherpr SD oad ee soeek 
r. Halls (the ing magistrate) observed that, if no stronger evidence 
‘e produced, the prisoner must be discharged. bets 

Mr, Birley, Then I presume, sir, that I may go also ? 

Mr. Halls, Yes, sir, you may go. (1n @ louder and more angry tone, the magis. 
trate nore You may. , sir! ‘ Pe 

r. Birley then wal! towards the door, and, without to con. 
what he did, put on his hat in the office, and in siyht uf the far toed 

Mr, Halls, Take off your hat, sir! 

The old gentleman, aplicted with deafness, walked on, without uncovering his head, 

Mr, Hails (in a considerable rage). KNOCK OFF HIS HAT, officer; We'll teach 
ham to respect the bench. 

A patrol named Goodison, in obedience to the order of the magistrate, mad- a 
blow at Mr. Birley's hat, butemissed it. Mr. Birley by this time had reached the 
steps leading into the yard, outside of the Justice Room, when the officer repeated his 
blow, and Mr, Birley and his hat rolled down the steps into the yard. 


a i ee 
24th June, 1497.— Newfoundland, the oldest British Colonial 
possession, was discovered by John Cabot on this day. A note in 
the privy b erey expenditure August 10, 1497, runs thus :—“To him 
that found the New Isle £10."(!) It was visited by the Portuguese 
navigator, Gas de Coltereal, in 1500, and two years later we 
i er —— were Aegeeasai ery yh H. i es arrived in 
, and formally took possession of the island in the name of 
Queen Elizabeth, 
SS 
25th June, 1764.—A Mr. and Mra. Liddel, this day, took the 
Flitch of Bacon Vath at Dunmow, in Essex. They were the land. 
lord and landlady of “The Green Dragon,” Harrowgate, and were 
most elegantly entertained there by the gentlemen of the neigh. 
bourhood. They declared they never once had a wish for Separi- 
tion during the whole seventeen years they had been married, 
Every person present, except one, like the Scotch ata wedding, 
guve a dish at the dinner ; and the happy husband gave the grace. 


a SR Eda Nata det 

26th June, 1718.—King George I.'s portrait in the Tholsel at 
Dublin was this night defaced by rioters, aud a reward of £1,000 
was offered for their apprehension. 


27th June, 1828.—By 9 Geo. IV., c. 345, dated this date, 
the time for the execution of a murderer was fixed for the next day 
but one from that on which he received s-ntence. This was 
repealed by 6 and 7 Will. IV., c. 30, 14 July, 1836, 


STIRRING JOURNALISM. 


THE editor of The Boy's Own Thunderclap sat in his study and 
sobbed. Without, the wind blew furiously, and the cold spring rain 
beat against the grimy windows. Presently the door creaked on its 
hinges, and the proprietor, a grey haired, kindly old gentlemai, 
entered, 

“You seem sad, Mr. Tarbox,” he said. 

“I am, indeed, sir,” replied the wretched Tarbox. “ That last 
serial, ‘The Black Heart Pirate of the Darksome Caves,’ bas 
played the very deuce with us. Half our circulation's gone. We 
might as well shut up shop.” 

: WA bless me!’ ejaculated the old gentleman—“ why, T must 
cotati thought it oue of the most stirring things we've ever 

rinted.” 

. “That's just it, sir. It was too stirring. Two hundred and thirts- 
two of our most constant readers have started for the back woud: 
of America, seventy-eight have gone to be cowboys and fight 
Indians, one hundred and seventy-five have run away to sea, forty- 
two have sworn to become professional pirates, and two are in 
Millbank on a charge of strangling a third—that’s what's reduced 
our circulation !" 


FOREARMED. 


THE younger sister of the pair had an awfully good offer to 20 
to Ascot, but. what with having gloves and patent shoes, and anew 
fall and goodness only knows what beside tu buy, she saw no pos-i- 
bility of raising a sunshade, and who could think of going tu A-cut 
without a sunshade? . 

“Julie,” she said to her elder sister, “lend me your new ulmbreiia, 
there's a dear.” 

“What! the black one?” 

“Well—er—yes, the red one’s so shabby.” 

“You're right, it ie shabby ; and who made it so, I should eae 
know, but you, dropping it over the side of the Clacton Belle: 
and now you've got the infernal cheek to want to borrow the black 
one, with Aunt Hannah expected to die with influenza. ‘Spose she 
dies, a nice pickle I should be in without a sunshade to go to the 
Aaiher NO; you'll have to get kim to stand you one, or sv 
without, 

—— 


HER WIRE. 


Was she pretty? Great Scotland Yard! a perfect hothouse 
flower. Her face at the window was the observed of all observers 
as the early morning train drew up at the Teddington platform, 
and there was a sidelong movement among five or six members 0! 
the Stock Exchange, a highly respectable City solicitor and 12 
auctioneer of great local repute—but the representative of a sport: 
ing paper got there first. He took a seat crpesits her withou 
asking permission, and in five minutes he seem rfectly at home. F 
She answered his questions briefly, so that he had no sort of * 
sinecure to keep up the conversation ; till, as the train approach 
Twickenham, she suddenly said, “I do so want to wire to mY 
father from here. Can you help me?” , 

Could he? Jewhittaker! He produced a form from his eres 
coat pocket and got her to write it; then he jumped out. We di 
not see him rejoin the train; but 2t Waterloo he emerged from a 
guard's van, his hat smashed and his nerves on eons: hen: ask 
what had penpecsts he showed us the form. It read: Have 
policeman ready on platform, and give in char; + man in sal 
carriage with me. He has been abominably rude.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 BO vill % paid by Me. Grusent Darziet, ty Po 

prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAyY.” to { 
next-uf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servant 
on duty excepted), who shall happen'to meet with his or her « ba 
ina Railway Accident, in any part «f the United Kin, Oo 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tsaue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HA F 
Houipay ™ be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accu’ i 4 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throug how! 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and © 
Insurance laste one week from that time, eapiring at 8 ols 
the following Thursday morning. 


Gaturday, June 20, 1891.) 
WORTH HAVING! 


(A CAROL OF CONSOLATION.) 


| 
been stated that, during the recent illness of the City Comptroller from 
i i boo the Corporation took that opportunity to largely raise his salary, The 
following ballad is therefore offered for the 


ing of similar sufferers.) 


Ou, sas Bort: 

4 4 e uedza, 

nt Ss Te Makig wud full 
ee obel! gef my of woe! 


Tlow cad a mad sig 
lary raised a a dice cadeza, 
/ Sneezig ad shiv- 

erig 80? 

Yet, here id the 
papers is wud 
codsoler 

For those who 
with paid are 
dazed ; 

Through his idflu- 
edza the City 
Cobtroller 

Has had his salary 
ised. 


raised. 

So, perhaps, by eb- 
ployer has 
got a dezide, 

When 2’3 all right, 
to Bey raisig 


Gruel, quidide; 
quidide ad 
gruel! 


Vaysic trob mord till dight! 
Thus the Idfluedza Debud cruel, 
Puts be id awful plight! 
But sidce the City Cobtroller's screw is 
Idcrensed because hes beed queer ; 
Now J’b ill, the least that by boss cad do is 
To give be just double a year! 
Ad if our goverdors part with such subs, 
rei We dod’t mnide how oft Idfluedza cubs ! 


the oe 
nd. 
a ‘TIS A HOLLOW WORLD. 
igh- How very hollow and unreasoning is the applause of this world! 
ant ‘ou may remember that, many years ago, an apple fell on Sir Isaac 
‘ied. ewton when he was simply loafing about under a tree, and because 
ing, naturally inferred from that that the earth revolved round the 
ace, noon on its own terrestrial orbit, he was made much of, and 
_ onours and tin medals as big ns bakehouse tickets were showered 
el at nd soldered upon him. Yet look at the difference in the case of 
uu . SLOPER. Fourteen hard and unripe apples fell on him the 
: her day, and a boy as well, who was picking and stealing the 
= ples, when SLOPER was hard at work “sleeping it off.” SLOPER, 
late, ke Sir Isaac, made his discoveries—firstly, that the bucolic youth 
day d ironclad boots on, and, secondly, that his nose was bleedin, 
was riously. Yet, up to the time of going to press, no one has calle: 
ith any honours or medals of any kind. is the cleverness of 
rae an always rewarded, 
ee 
1 MORE SWEAR WORDS. 
its Conductor of “ Pirate” Bus, D'year, Bill, here's a cove warnts 
ia ride the ‘ole journey fora d. 
ial Driver. Well, give ‘im wun with a hem at the end on it. 
ee 
ON THE RIVER BANK. 
_Tast THEY sat beside the river's bank, 
has And watched the nodding rushes ; 
We The burdock leaves were limp and dank, 
The only ftlow'rs her blushes, 
tee He kissed her there, above the bank ; 
Forget-me-nots were rocking. 
sirty- She squealed! Alas! ‘twas nut a spank ! 
isda A frog had touched her stocking. 
fight —_—>——_ 
forty: ALL THROUGH THE STRIKE. 
re "i “WHERE you much interested in the ’Bus Strike?” 
luce: “Don't know, old mannikin chippie-chappie, but I was much 
uck with the disappointment of the crowd of bonnie boys who 
it at our corner every morning to see Tootsie mount up on her 
al yellow ‘bus,” 
to go 229th WEEK. 
whew 
porter LIST FOR JUNE 6th. 
Azcut The following “Presents” have been made :— 
eit . Mrs, H. SLAUGHTER, High Street, WORTHING. 
A SILVER BRACELET. 
ERNEST WHATLEY, CIRENCESTER. 
‘ents A BRIEF BAG. 
Belle ’ 
black TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 
se she ates 4 
to the dvertisements will be inserted in this \\i 
or gv fumn free of charge, provided the 
nder's Name and Address are inclosed, 
Jor publication, but as a guarantee 
good faith. Tootsie undertakes to 
ward, unopened and poat-free, all 
thouse ers received in reply to the adver- 
he ments, Address— 
“ioe OTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
and an “THE SLOPERIES,” 
sport 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.c. 
vithou ——- 
: home. YOUNG LADY, aged 24, medium 
rt of # _ height, fair, cheerful and thoroughly do- 
‘oached ticated, wishes to correspond with a gentle- 
to my In lose photo. in strictest confidence, to 
£6," Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 
apr i CK. aged 23, tall, dark, of loving 
We di disposition, considered goo looking, in very 
rom the Position, would like to correspond with # JENNIE (Aged 23). 
n asked Ing lady, between 18 and 20, with a view to 
#* Have rimony. Please inclose photo, which will be honourably returned, if desired, 
n sal! JACK,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 
oes OUIE, aged 21, fair, of a lively and loving disposition, wishes to 


correspond with a dark gentleman. Pleasc incluse photo, to be returned, if 
1, to“ LOUIE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


a a a ee 
ED, aged 25, height 5 ft. 8 in., in good position, would be glad 
to correspond with a young lady, between 20 and 24, who must be good 


ing and very fond of home, Address, with photo, “NED,” Teotsie’s Matri- 
* sem y. 


NNIE, aged 21, medium height, fair, loving disposition, and 

thoroughly domesticated, wonld like to correspond with dark young gentle- 
about 23, with view to matrimony. Please send photo, which will be 
ned orexchanged. Address— ANNIE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


SNATAEAGIRTEATIGD cco ok nn ee 
OUNG GENTLEMAN, aged 23, tall, dark, of gentlemanly 
8ppearance, and having a private income from landed property abroad, 
to correspond with a young lady. aged about 18, of good appearance and 


tignate. Please inclose photo, which will be returned. Address—“ LaNnv- 
+ s0otsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


ALLY GLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


15 CHICHESTER STREET, ST. GEoRGE's SQUARE, S.W. 
May 2th, 1891. 
From THE NAVALRIES to “THE SLOPERIES.” 

DEAR ALLY,—Some men are born tu greatness, others have it 
thrust upon them (this you may have heard before). Mine is the 
latter experience, and the greatness arrived per Carter, Paterson. 
When I commenced work in connection with the Navalries, little 
did | think to what honour it would lead. For years | have been 
longing for an opportunity of earning the commendation of m 
country, but to receive my patent of nobility from your houoared 
and revered self exceeded by far my wildest imagination. Need I 
say how it will be prized by me,and by my posterity, should | 
succeed in getting any (I shall, of course, leave strict orders that it 
is to be), or how hard | shall strive to tread in the prints of those 
good old waukenphasts which we all know so well, and so pre- 
serve untarnished the reputation which you have been so enon as 
to say | possess? What care I now for the frowns of certain of the 
Press under which I have (of course) quailed of late, when the 
smiles of the beneficent and rosy hued face of “SLOPER Impera- 
tor” are beaming upon me as | write from his place of honour in 
my sanctum sancterum? Yours on board the Victory, up in the 
Lighthouse, down in the Diving Tank, anywhere, everywhere and 
always, JOHN FORSEY, Capt. 

P.S.—Influenza, to which I have been a victim, has prevented an 
earlier acknowledgment, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 66.—HeE PLays Bacc—— BEG ParpoN, DoMINOEs. 


A PARTY of patrician men and dames of high degree 

Had met within the regal manse of Countess Tweedledee 

To dine upon the festive whelk and quaff the Burton bright, 

And, having dined, to “ vex with mirth the drowsy ear of Night.” 

Book Boook was there, and gay Lord Bob; the coming Dookess 
Snook, 

And she who'd soon be Lady Bob, though now an numbie cook. 

Thegreat Hon. Billy-goat was there,and there—all there !—was she 

Who hoped, before a year had sped, his nanny-goat to be! 

There eat Sir William Higgins, Bart., renowned for martial skill, 

Though poor Sir William Cummingly is spoken of as “ Bill.” 

McNab—the pious, pure McNab—was in that goodly crowd : 

Prince Alexandry, too, of whom the world is justly proud 

Because he's heir to SLOPER'S gamp, and SLOPER’S old top hat : 

And last, not least,the Wreck was there, —you'd better bet on that ! 


When tired of music grew the guests of Countess Tweedledee, 
Lo! to the mistress of the house the Fossil said, said he: 

“ Trot out your dominoes, my lass ; we all can play with ease 
That game which on the Continong is known as fives-un-threes ! ” 
So said, so done. And for an hour they played with deep delight, 
And then the pious, pure McNab exclaimed, in sore affright, 

“O' sic a freend it gars ma greet to say a word amiga, 

But, deil-ma-care! | canna thole sic gangin's-on as this. 

Yon mildewed deevil up hia sleeve, for mackin’ unco tricks, 

Hez double fives, an’ double nines, an’ mony a double six !"” 

Then rose that goodly crowd erect, in consternation dire 

And straight Prince Alexandry spake in sorrow to his sire : 

“ Are this ver drefful charge correck, my ancient old cigar?” 

And SLopPeR hung his head in shame: “It are, my son, it are!” 


When froofs of SLOPER’s heinous crime from SLOPER's sleeve were 
ta’en, 

The Sink of Nameless Infamy exclaimed, in tones of pain: 

“TE all you folks will write it down as how, in honour bright, 

You'll never tell no mortal soul o’ what | done this night, 

Then [ will swear a solemn oath, in honour bright, as 1 

Will never touch no dominoes no more until I die.” 

So ad, so done. They swore and signed, rejoicing, 'mid their 
shame, 

To think they'd hid from all the world the blot on SLOPER'S name. 

And then, with jeerings hoarse and coarse, those men of high 

ezree 
Kicked SLOPER from the regal manse of Countess Tweedledee. 


The following morn the Fossil told his wife what he had done, 

And cried, “The fame for which I've yearned will now at last be 
won, 

Tf only you will let the news leak out by slow degrees 

That ALLY SLOPER played the knave while playing fives-un-threes. 

For when the secret gets abroad. I'll swear Tonented not 

And prosecuie the fiends who seek my stainless name to hiot. 

Good Georgie Lewis I'll engage to act (on tick) for me, 

And all the Upper Crust will come the thrilling case to see. 

In every paper, every cay, ten columns it will fill, 

And SLOPER’s name, as large as life, will shine on every bill. 

And sympathizing friends wiil send no end of oof to 1: 

So waft the news abroad, my dear, but waft it devilish sly !” 


GOSPEL TRUTH. 


“ HALLO, SLOPER, old man,” ejaculated Smith; “I've just heard 
such a romatic tale of how young Lord De Masher was behind the 
scenes at the Frivolity, when your daughter Tootsie ses pl fire, 
that his Lordship extinguished the flames, and followe up his 
gallant deed by proposing marriage, and that they are to be wedded 
next week. Is it true?" “Perfectly true, my dear Smith,” re- 
sponded the Eminent, “ with the exception of Tootsie catching fire, 
and—er—De Masher proposing, and—er—the date of the marriage 
being fixed. All the rest is true as gospel.” 


MARY AND MAGGIE. 


THEY know not each other: and yet, in my dreams, 
I have seen them together so oft that it seems 
That, in some mystic way which | cannot divine, 
Their hearts must be both interwoven with mine. 


How beautiful both! how bewitching! how fair! 
How my dream soul delights in beholding them there! 
How my turbulent fancies are hushed into calm! 

How there falls on my heart an Elysian balm ! 


And yet, though the vision be sweet, I would fain 

That the vision—God help me !—would come not again, 
For often—too often—the eye that in sleep 

Dilates with enjoyment but opens to weep ! 


And Mary and Maggie are nothing to me. 

And less than that nothing forever must. be: 

For one is a wife and a mother, and both 

Unto suitors more favoured have plighted their troth. 


Then why do they force me, in visions of night, 

To earn a day's woe by a moment's delight ? 

Ah! why do they still so persistently stand, 

Whom I gladly would shun, by my bed, hand-in-hand ? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

TRE BurGLaR'’s FAVOURITE OUTING—From Lock to Lock. 

“THANK you, sir. You're a gentle-man,”’ as the gudgeon said 
when he took the bait. 

YOUNG man, beware of a prety damsel. Her treatment of you 
mav prove a pretty damneell, too, 

WHY are coal merchants opposed to the sweating svatem ?— 
Because they would make the burdens of their carters tery light if 
they dared. 

ALLY is devoted to Church and State. It is church and plate 
that keeps him at home on a Sunday morning. 


eee 


BOLDEROCK. 


(A RomMausNT or YE OLDEN TyME.) 


> 
CHAPTER VII.—( Continued ). 
“Hush, my lady, hush! we may be overheard.” 
“Overheard! Gadzooks! have ye aught to tell to me the even- 
\ ing papers may 
\ not know?” 
» “T have thatto 
tell, my lady, 
which, if it place 
her not upon the 
throne as Queen 
of Beauty to-day, 
will, at least, re- 
move her rival 
from her path in 
future.” 

“Hal canst 
help me to re- 
venge! Why 
should you, a re- 
tainer, helpme?™ 
said the Indy, as 
she eyed him 
suspiciously, 

“They have 
given mea 
month's notice— 
said) my rhymes 
were rot. A new 
miustrel, a 
Sarcenic wor 
shipper of Ma- 
houd, has got the 
“Hush, my lady, bush!” job.” 

“Ha! ‘tis well, 
What knowest thou that may aid me to my vengeance!" 

“Last night I was on the battlements of the castle. 1 saw the 
Lady Mary Ann approach, There was no place to hide, and, a8 L 
knew she misliked me much, I slid into the interior of the new 
hundred-ton gun. Placing my ear to the touch-hole, | heard a con- 
versation between the Lady Mary Ann and the Saracen stranger. 
He gave hera packet with certain instructions, which she was to 
use to-day, and which he said would make her beautiful, It wasa 
charm! Itis sorcery! It acted like magic!” 

“ q* 

“A word from you to the Prior will cause her to be arrested ona 
charge of witchcraft, and both she and the black minion will be 
cremated.” 

“It shall be done,” said the Lady Sarah Jane. “I shall drop an 
anonymous post-card to- 
night. Not a word to any- 
one.” And the two conspira- 
tors left the tent. : 

As they disappeared, the 

outh, who had apparently 
m overcome with sleep, 
lifted his head, 

‘Great 
Scott!” he 
said, “here's 
a pretty go! 
here's a pretty 
kettle of fish! 
What a rat- 
tling good 

iece of Inck SR 
it was that I \ 
did not come 
to the tourna- 
ment in my 
Christy Min-— 
atrel fit out. 
That hoary 7 
headed old 
singer would 
have spotted 
me at once, 

and 
wouldn't 
have been up 
to their little 
game. How- 
evér,allis now . Serta 
safe, and we shall see what we shall see, or my name's not what it is. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

THE arrest of the Lady Mary Ann of Bolderock on a charge of 
sorcery came like a thunderclap upon Society. There were, of 
course, hundreds who remarked, “1 told you so,” and who declared 
that such asudden and remarkable accession of beauty could not be 
legitimately attained in one night; but these were among the elderly 
females, who were so far beyond hope of good looks, that they were 
doubtful if even the interposition of his Satanic Majesty could have 
improved them. But among the youth of both sexes there was 
much pity and regret. The youth of the male sex regretted that 
one 8o lovely should have to die, while the yonth of the other sex 
regretted that the sorcerer had disappeared and taken with him the 
secret of the charm. 

The Saracen minstrel had never been seen since the morning of 
the tournament. When the anonymous post-card had reached the 
authorities, they promptly gave orders that the lady and the 
Saracen should both be 
arrested ; but, notwith- 
standing the utmost 
vigilance, the  nigyer 
was not to be found, 
He had been seen with 
a small carpet bag 
travelling towards the 
scene of the festivities, 
and on this clue the 
detectives made a 
rigorous search of the 
neighbourhood for days, 
They had failed in find- 
ing the slightest trace 
of the missing indi- 
vidual till the day 
before the trial, when 
they came upon a white 
hat, slightly baggy at 
the top and with a 
black band round it, in 
a lonely glen” thickly 
overgrown with copse- 
wood. The hat rested 
upon the top of a mass 
ot white ashes of what 
had apparently been 
calico clothing, and the 
nshes in turn half 
buried an huge pair of 
boots which were 
known to belong to 
the Saracen, as they had frequently observed the zenith when he 
elevated them in the frenzy of a plantation breakdown and high 
stepping walk round.—( Zo be continued neat week.) 


“Here's a pretty go!” 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE LADIES FAVOURITE. | 
| 


Sportsman. Hum! I think there must have been an 
accident. (Me was quite right, there had been, 
et a at 


i 
| Ze 
se ask Wo 
HEE hela Rate Cc. T. eet aon ca Pitzsmiff. Ob! I say, there's Toulong, the French major, talking to our hostess, 
“Itis witha feeling of pleasure, not unmixed with surprise that 7 

we never thought of doing so before, that we herewith present ed (tadtferently). Indeed! 
| our myriad readers with a speaking likeness of that celebrated Fuzsmiff, Yaas; the man, you know, of whom it is ramoured that besides slaying fifty of the enemy in 

individual, Mr. ©. 'T. Broek, Our hero from earliest childhood active warfare, he Las killed no less than six men in duels. Tommy (after the sirteenth ice at his birthday party). 
| was always of a fiery disposition, and the bruise resulting from She (rapturouslu). You don't say so! Oh, do, do introduce me t I say, pa, ain't this jolly, nothing to pay. 

tre kick which he inflicted upon us when we asked him to give ie ee == 2 = ee ee ee Te 

us a few interesting particolars connected with his career, 

is a silent witness to the fact that his temperament remains A T T H E F E R R Y ‘ 


anged. After a large amount of persuasion, however, We 
anaged to get him to confess that, as a child, his rreatest 
delight was in powder, Even the kind usually administered in 

jam tad no terrors fur him, though he confessed a decided par- 

tiality for the sort that enabled him to scare his nurse and the 
Inajority of Lis relations inte the middle of the eusuing week by 

letting off * blue devils’ under their very chairs, His father was 

i { the only person who did not fear the vagaries of this budding 

| genius awd this may be accounted for by the fact that Brock, 
senr., Was no stranger to ‘blue devils, and that with* piuk rats’ 
ad vermilion lizards* he was upon the same terms of intimacy, 
Our hero's family, however, directed his talents in a proper 
direction, and the numerous pickpockets who have reaped a 
gkelden harvest when the rest of the assemblaze have been 
| gazing in awed rapture at the pyrotechnic display invented by 
} ene hero, have blessed him time and again. Chiefly because his 


' fireworks always go off well, he was created F.O.S., amt the 
\ ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presentid tu him June 2Ist, 1590, '— 
Dehrett Improved. 


Tat thinks he’s got a good bargain, but he really has only one pig. 


(1). Bill Charon (the serryman). W'otsay,mum? Boat don't look safe—eh ? You ) more.”—-(3). “There v'arc! Over goes the bloomin’ show! Run foul o° the ‘orse- 
step aboard, mum, an’ if I don't nip yer acrusst afore the clap on the ‘orze-ferry can | ferry! I knowed it! That's the stream as done this ‘ere, you may depend.”——(1) 
budge an inch, I'll swaller this ‘ere pole.—(2). * You'll ‘scuse me if I goes a bit | “ Pull us out, Ben, there's a gool “un, an’ I go ‘arves with the fare”°—-(5). “Wet! 
slantin’ t'day, mum. Fact is,‘I've copped the brewer,’ as the sayin’ is, owin’ to | yerdon't mean to say as ‘ow yer guin’ ter be so mean as ter refuse ter brass up? Dy: 
keepin’ ‘Oak Apple Day’ for the last fortni't. Yer got to sit straight in a boat loike | mean ter say ver ain't satisfiel ? An’ arter me rescvin’ on yer from a watery grave 
this ‘ere, an’ wink both eyes at once if yer wants to wink, or yer won't see land no an' all? Well, of all the ingratitood I ever did ‘ere on, that take it! Well, there!” 


GOING IN A BUS-TER. TOUCHING. 


i, 
This is Billy Rasper, worthy successor of Sweeney Todd, hard 
at werk with some patent skinning soap on a cus—ahem !—on a 
patient. 


”Y 


Hi) 


WN Mi: 


Qu “bp 


lee catia a eis 


KNOWS HIS TRADE TOO WELL. hi me a 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself—1s. 6d. to put a patch on Bill Sikes says “the puberlick mus’ be pertected,” so improvises a substitute for the “Now, Mr. Marwood, I want a beauty spot, please, and you must put it soa A 1. “Teach y 
mv boots! Why. T can’t even see it! "buses on strike. to draw attention to my best feature, yon know. getty! 

i — -—- — — — — — = a , 
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